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Morning 

Most  mornings  I rise  late 
and  rush  past  the  world 
to  my  day 

But  on  this  morning 
I find  myself  awake  early 
Alone,  I am  paused  in  my  thoughts 

It  is  still  outside 
The  trees  are  in  slumber 
The  sun  is  stretching  itself  awake 
The  morning  frost  crisp  on  grass  and  leaf 

All  paths  are  uncharted 
All  harm  and  good  forgotten 
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I risk  everything 
And  step  outside 


—Paul  Sorenson 
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Letter  from  the  Editor 


Tracy  Robinson 


Thoughts  and  emotions  that  were  once  hard  to  describe  are  now  easily  explained  with  con- 
crete words,  right?  Well,  then,  why  is  it  so  difficult  for  me  to  express  how  I feel  about  this 
publication,  its  contributors,  and  my  fellow  editors?  Maybe  a commitment  to  emotional  words 
it  not  as  simple  as  it  may  seem.  Confident  writers  and  artists  who  are  able  to  portray  thoughts 
are  brave  and  powerful.  I feel  honored  to  have  been  given  this  opportunity  to  work  with  such 
wondrous  beings. 

Similarly,  each  and  every  editor  of  this  issue  has  impressed  me  immensely.  I would  like  to 
personally  thank  all  of  you  for  your  motivation  and  insight.  I hope  future  leaders  of  this  pub- 
lication will,  be  fortunate  enough  to  work  with  a group  as  dedicated  as  this  one  has  proven  to 
be. 

Above  all  else,  I am  thankful  for  Liz  Whiteacre.  1 am  continuously  given  new  reasons  to 
admire  her.  Not  only  is  she  strong  and  wise,  but  I am  pretty  sure  she  has  the  ability  to  manip- 
ulate time  as  it  is  impossible, from  my  perspective,  to  accomplish  as  much  as  she  does  in  a day. 
She  is  a bottomless  source  of  inspirationand  I will  miss  her  a great  deal. 


Special  Thanks... 

This  publication  could  not  be  made  without  the  generous  support  of  many  people.  The 
staff  would  like  to  thank  Meri  Phillips,  Chris  Raposa  and  the  Student  Activities  Office;  Cathy 
Stablein  and  Tammie  Bob;  Christine  Kickels  and  the  College  of  DuPage  Library;  Concrete 
Expressions;  The  Student  Activities  Program  Board;  Dr.  Wendolyn  Tetlow,  Dr.  Sheryl  Mylan, 
and  Dr.  Beverly  Reed  and  the  Liberal  Arts  Division  Office;  Dr.  Picard  our  Vice  President  of 
Academic  Affairs  and  Dr.  Sunil  Chand  our  President. 


Submissions... 

We  welcome  original  works  of  short  fiction,  nonfiction,  poetry,  photography  and  2-D  and 
3-D  artwork  of  any  media  from  students,  faculty,  staff  and  the  District  502  community.  All 
submissions  are  anonymously  reviewed  twice  a year  for  fall  and  spring  issues.  Guidelines  for 
the  presentation  of  your  work  and  letters  of  authenticity  may  be  found  online  at 
www.prairielightreview.com. 
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You  Mustn't  Look  at  This  (Oh  Papa) 


Jim  Hayden 


Oh  Papa,  please  tell,  why  do  you  shake  so? 

Oh  Papa,  please  say,  why  does  Mama  cry? 

Oh  Papa,  I’m  cold  and  the  wind  ever  blows. . . 

Oh  Papa,  I fear  we  were  born  just  to  die. 

Oh  Papa,  it’s  dark  and  I’m  growing  afraid. 

Oh  Papa,  why  do  we  rest  on  chilly  ground? 

Papa,  I miss  home  with  our  grassy  green  glade 
where  nothing  went  wrong  and  I felt  safe  and  sound. 

Oh  Papa,  will  Sister  still  marry  young  Paul? 

Oh  Papa,  will  Brother  ever  finish  school? 

Oh  Papa,  you  told  us  to  always  stand  tall 
and  yet,  Papa,  now  even  you  break  that  rule. 

Please  Papa,  just  hold  me  and  say  we’ll  be  fine. 

Please  Papa,  won’t  you  say  we’ll  survive  the  night? 

Oh  Papa,  you  told  me  that  God  hears  us  pine. 

Why  won’t  He  come  now  to  turn  darkness  to  light? 

Oh  Papa,  I’m  tired,  and  men  come  unclaimed. 

They  hold  barreled  shafts  as,  towards  us,  they  shove  you. 
They  raise  up  those  rods  and  right  at  us  they’re  aimed. 

If  we  don’t  see  morn,  oh  Papa,  I love — 


The  Day  Waits 


1 


Millions  of  Staples 


Chrissv  Bruzek 


in  response  to  “ Wallspace  ” by  PLlana  Herzog 

As  many  staples  as  there  are 
human  eyes  in  the  world  or 
strands  of  hair  twisted  around  a curl. 

As  many  staples  as  there  are 

light  bulbs  hanging  in  stagnant  offices  or 

the  number  of  times  a child  says,  “I  want  this.” 

As  many  staples  as  there  are 

doubts  in  a future  bride’s  mind  or 

worrying  about  how  there  just  isn’t  enough  time. 

As  many  staples  as  there  are 

closed  blinds  in  the  homes  of  people  who  are  shy  or 
wrinkles  around  an  old  person’s  eyes. 

Millions  and  millions  and  millions  of  staples. 

Try  and  count  them. 

You’ll  never  be  able  to. 

Try  and  count  them. 

I dare  you. 
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Parting 


Karen  Webb  Owen 


When  I’m  through, 
another  student  could  use  it 
cutting  it  into  bits  and  pieces. 

Begin  with  the  back 
once  stroked  by  lovers, 
whispering  flattering  sibilants. 

Someone  could  take  my  hand, 
its  skin  grown  dry; 
translucent  as  parchment. 

Clear  corneas  could  be  harvested 
from  irises  whose  uncertain  color 
once  provoked  compliments. 

These  assignments  unfinished, 
leftovers  are  carefully  collected. 
Parts,  unwhole,  are  summoned, 
incinerated,  and  dispersed  as  ash. 

My  parting  farewell: 
some  knowledge  shared. 

Daniel 


Noah  Mann-Enqel 


I am  looking  out  the  window.  The  sunlight  was  blinding  to  my  tortured  eyes. 
How  long  had  it  been  since  I had  seen  the  light?  I had  been  in  the  catacombs 
for  much  too  long.  I felt  as  though  the  sun  was  a rock  upon  which  I rubbed  to 
shed  my  skin.  Like  a snake  I am  reborn  into  a new  body,  but  I still  possess  the  same 
mind  and  spirit.  They  broke  my  body  and  my  bones  with  their  chains  and  whips  and 
blows.  Let  them  rip  me,  let  them  scar  me,  let  them  shred  me  into  little  pieces.  They 
will  not  break  my  will  to  think.  I am  caged,  I am  a prisoner,  but  my  mind  is  free. 
My  mind  roams  the  land  as  my  body  rots,  but  I do  not  feel  any  pain,  I do  not  see 
any  bleeding  flesh,  I do  not  smell  the  bursting  blisters  on  my  skeletal  hands.  I only 
smell  the  wild  flowers  that  my  mind  can  clearly  see,  reds  and  blues,  and  greens.  I 
can  only  feel  the  cool  coastal  breeze  on  my  skin.  I do  not  hear  the  beast  roaring 
behind  the  door.  I only  hear  the  singing  of  my  dreams  and  the  wind  whistling 
through  the  bars. 
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A Child's  Lament 


Mikki  Mendelsohn 


You  promised  me  the  moon 

pickled,  sugared  or  cured 

not  filled  with  green  cheese 

but  angel  dust  blown  from  distant  planets 

blessed  by  God. 

You  wished  upon  the  stars 
called  them  by  name 
as  if  friends  forever. 

You  tossed  me  up  into  the  sky 
never  failing  to  catch  me, 
tumbling  together  in  muddy  pools 
laughing  till  we  cried  real  tears. 

You  pushed  me  down  the  street 

on  my  first  bicycle  and  didn’t  know 

I was  soaring  alone-the  fresh  minted  breeze 

of  spring  stinging  my  eyes, 

blowing  my  hair  like  straw, 

as  if  it  weren’t  attached. 

You  taught  me  how  to  build  a snowman, 

make  its  face  from  leftover  food, 

swing  our  arms  wildly  in  soft  powder 

making  angels  from  nothing; 

fashioning  discarded  pieces  of  plastic 

into  a toboggan  to  fly  down  the  hill 

to  end  up  on  our  backsides  with  nary  a scratch 

and  not  to  fear  climbing  trees  by  finding 

the  strongest  branches  and  stepping  softly. 

Then  one  day  after  school  I waited. 

But  vou  never  came  home. 
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If  Dinner  Let  Me  Down,  Will  Death? 


Tricia  M.  Cimera 


The  man  in  the  seat 
next  to  me 
on  the  airplane 
needs  to  be  fed. 

Now,  stewardess,  now! 

What  does  he  think, 
this  is  his  last  supper? 

It  could  be! 

Does  he  know  something? 

We  are  hanging  in  space, 
after  all. 

We  could  fall! 

Oh  My  God! 

Which  reminds  me  of  a da  Vinci 

who  dreamt  of  men  flying 

and  painted  The  Last  Supper. 

Somehow  the  two, 

food  and  flight, 

are  connected  - somehow  - 

in  a final  sort  of  way. 

What  did  da  Vinci  know? 

Then  I look 
at  my  airline  dinner 
lying  on  the  tray, 
blandly  rebuking  me 
that  art  and  life 
aren’t  always  synonymous 
I ask  the  stewardess 
if  this  is  all  there  is. 

She  says  it  is, 
nothing  more. 

She  knows  something! 

I chew  and  I swallow, 
sadly  aware  that  the  food 
is  not  living  up 
to  the  drama  of  being 
perhaps  my  final  meal. 

If  the  plane  does  go  down  - 

will  it  be  more  exciting 
than  my  last  Supper? 

I must  wait  and  see 
and  then  I will  know. 

OH  MY  GOD! 
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Writer's  Block 


Carolyn  Paprocki 


I’m  a coward  in  the  face  of  a poem, 
Want  to  run  away  from  the  page. 

Each  line  is  a kind  of  death, 

The  jump  off  a cliff  into  pitch  darkness, 
The  mad  attempt 
To  plant  my  flag 
In  mid  air. 

The  landscape  artist  learns  the  lines 
To  mold  the  muscle  of  a cloud; 

He  learns  the  golden  slice  of  paint 
To  shine  on  fallen  netdes 
Like  cut  hair. 

But  what  arithmetic  does  the  poet  have? 
What  sums? 

He  gropes  in  a sack  of  air  for  diamonds, 
Struggles  to  catch  a lifeline 
As  he  drowns. 

Each  poem  leads  me  blind, 

And  blindfold 
To  the  firing  squad, 

With  no  sure  promise 
Of  redemption  or  relief. 

And  as  I sweat,  and  say  my  prayers, 

And  hope  for  God, 

The  poem  rocks  on  its  heels, 

Mocking  me  in  its  arrogant  perfection. 

But  when  that  pardon  finally  comes, 
When  that  Great  Hand  reaches  down 
And  catches  me 
In  that  net  of  miracle  words, 

It  is  worth  everything, 

Everything. 

And  I know  why  I come  back 
To  the  edge  of  this  precipice 
Again  and  again. 

For  I learn  what  every  coward 
Or  daredevil 

Who  cheats  death  knows: 

There  is  no  death. 
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Paco  the  Parrot 


Patricia  Ganqas 


Paco  is  a parrot,  what  an  ugly  bird, 

He  can’t  talk  at  all,  says  half  a word. 

His  beak  is  purple,  his  breast  is  red, 

He’s  lost  all  the  feathers  off  of  his  head. 

His  feet  are  green  with  blue  on  his  back, 
His  eyes  are  crossed  and  both  are  black. 
He’s  missing  one  toe  on  each  of  his  feet, 
He’s  the  strangest  parrot  one  could  meet. 

So  silly  a parrot,  so  loony  a bird, 

He’s  quite  unmannered  and  so  absurd. 

He  flaps  in  his  cage  like  he  lost  his  mind, 
He  spits  out  his  food,  he’s  just  not  refined 
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Laundry  Etiquette 


Chrissy  Bruzek 
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Lucy's  Blues 


Natalia  Nicolson 


I’m  so  tired  of  learning,  teacher, 
Everything  you  taught  was  right. 

I’m  so  tired  of  fearing,  preacher, 
Everything  you  preached  was  light. 

And  I’m  so  tired  of  just  plain  seeing, 

I can’t  stand  to  dream  at  night. 

I’ve  changed  my  name  a billion  times 
And  changed  my  clothes,  too. 

I’ve  changed  my  face  a thousand  times 
And  changed  my  family,  too. 

There’s  one  thing  I’ll  never  shake, 

That  feeling  I’ve  been  used. 

It’s  midnight  now,  and  my  one  chance, 
The  time  your  soul  is  due. 

Not  so  fast,  it’s  judgment  day, 

And  you’re  gonna  hear  this  through. 
The  Lord  is  bleeding,  baby, 

And  this  time  it’s  not  for  you. 

I ain’t  gonna  be  your  scapegoat 
The  way  I was  before. 

I ain’t  gonna  be  your  scapegoat 
And  let  you  out  my  back  door. 

Biggest,  baddest  men  before  me, 

I ain’t  gonna  stay  your  whore. 

I once  was  quiet;  I once  was  safe 
Down  so  far  below. 

I once  was  quiet;  I once  was  safe 
Down  so  long  ago. 

Now  your  lies  are  burning,  honey, 

And  that  wind  is  gonna  blow. 

This  bitch  is  gonna  leave. 

Ain’t  gonna  act  so  poor. 

I swear  this  time  I’m  gonna  leave 
And  never  get  so  sore. 

There’s  really  nothing  else  I want  to  do, 
Except  to  song  once  more. 
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Shelby  Workman 


Sleep  It  Off 


You  stumble  to  the  door, 

two  breaths,  three  restless  knocks 

Almost  immediately  I recognize  your  flare  with  excuses 
Who  waltzed  me  into  this?! 

Hands  stained  with  grease  and  oil, 
clothing  soiled  by  scattered  cigarette  ashes, 
eyes  the  shade  of  charcoal,  blurred  over 
Do  you  remember  my  name? 

Or  you  should  just  put  the  car  keys  back? 

You  sit  inhaling  jazz  melodies  and  incense 

familiarities  that  keep  reality  at  bay 

Lids  growing  heavy  as  the  music  dies  down 

the  fresh  Italian  roast  from  the  shop  across  the  street 

has  just  seeped  under  the  wooden  door, 

surrounded  you,  and  me. 

We  could  work  this  out  together 
but  we’re  getting  nowhere  tonight 
I can’t  even  tell  if  it’s  raining  anymore 
and  your  silence  is  scaring  me  to  death 

Once  upon  a time,  we  were  friends, 
recognizing  each  other  in  a place  Like  this 
The  night  has  no  compassion  for  you 
you  sold  your  soul  for  another  pack  of  cigarettes 
only  to  return,  scarred,  wanting  to  be  saved 

The  temptation  to  refuse  you  is  growing 
but  I’m  incapable  of  losing  my  brother  again 
Now  sleep. 

I promise  it  will  all  seem  better  in  the  morning. 
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Wakening  to  Warmth 


Rauthany  L 


He  would  always  lie  in  his  twin-sized  mattress 

waiting  for  the  slightest  warmth  to  caress  his  worn-out  flesh, 

burning  his  pores,  crawling  across  his  body  to  his  harsh  feet, 

The  promising  sun  managed  to  welcome  him  in  the  morning 

with  the  free  opera  of  man’s  best  friends  barking  at  stray  cats, 

the  neighbors  across  the  street  in  the  bright  red  house  yelling  over  spilled  breakfast 

and  the  whistling  of  little  Jimmy  who  cause  such  a racket, 

dragging  his  wooden  baseball  bat  across  the  hard,  rough  pavement 

He  takes  six  mechanical  steps  to  the  right, 
until  he  feels  the  smooth  textured  wood 
to  the  cool  touch  of  the  metallic  handle 

The  opened  drawers  revealed  the  neady  folded  stack  of  clothes 
containing  white  and  black  collar  up  shirts, 
the  second  drawer  filled  with  layers  of  pants 

and  the  third jumble  of  multicolored  socks  rolled  up  inside  out  in  little  balls 

He  reaches  for  the  first  item  he  touches  because  it  doesn’t  matter  to  him 
It’s  all  made  with  the  same  material,  same  sewn  sleeves  and  the  same  old  use 
He  walks  out  of  his  room  and  down  the  stairs, 
eight  entire  steps,  carpet  snuggled  underneath  his  feet 

and  with  his  right  hand,  he  feels  for  the  crooked  neck  of  the  cane, 
lightly  swishing  it  back  and  forth, 

his  destination freshly  brewed  coffee  with  hint  of  vanilla, 

Peach  cobbler,  cherries,  granny’s  apple  pies 

with  whipped  cream  scattered  on  top,  the  way  he  likes  it 

Sitting  in  the  third  still,  he  attentively  listens  for  the  clatter  of  thin  high  heels, 

the  rattling  of  ice  swimming  in  waves  of  fresh,  homemade  lemonade, 

layers  of  paper  flapping,  the  faint  click  of  a pen, 

his  signal  for  a simple  hello,  and  an  order  of  his  typical  cappuccino, 

sweet  milky  whip  swirled  on  top,  the  bittersweet  taste  of  delight 

He  digs  in  his  pocket,  feel  the  crease  of  crinkled  bills 

Abraham  Lincoln  folded  in  half,  George  Washington  smugly  unfolded, 

pennies  and  nickels,  smooth  edged 

dimes  and  quarters,  roughed  outer  edge 

Out  the  door,  chimes  linger  in  his  ears 

the  warmth  of  the  sun  no  longer  traces  his  skin, 

Oblivious  to  the  complete  darkness 
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Weaver  of  Thoughts 


Noah  Huh 


It’s  the  guy  that  sits  at  the  hole  of  the  subway, 
the  one  with  newspapers  and  wrappers, 
guy  with  gloves  and  hairy  face 
who  smells  bad  and  talks  funny 
the  one  who’s  closed  his  eyes 

Maybe  deep  in  thought 
in  that  sheltered  head 
on  top  of  a skeleton 
with  baggy  gigantic  clothes. 

What’s  in  that  mind  of  his? 

“Hello”  he  says,  acting  as  his  own  tour  guide. 

“My,  what  drama  can  I think  up  for  myself  today  ? 

Oh!  I’ll  believe  I was  adopted,  orphaned  or  hated, 

with  new  parents,  stupid  or  smart 

no,  no,  no.  ..that’s  too  boring,  lets  have  a new  one.  ” 

“I  know — my  marriage  was  arranged, 
to  either  some  pretty  girl,  or  death. 

One  way  or  another  I’m  bound 

by  “deadlock”  or  “wedlock”.  It’s  such  a good  story, 

but  who’ll  listen ? Maybe  I should  add  a twist: 

A guy  who  loves  my  girl. . . or  I’m  dying,  dying  ...of  what?” 

“No!  That’s  too  twisted,  who  d like  that? 

Ahh. ..,  I’ll  weave  the  tale  of  destiny 
I must  be  the  one,  the  One  destined  to  rule  the  world, 
who’ll  bring  ultimate  peace. . . or  bring  ultimate  death 
war  and  love. . . Oh  NO!!!  What  have  I become!!!” 

I’ve  learned  so  much 

from  this  weaver  of  thoughts, 

this  taciturn  man,  sitting  frozen  in  time. 

This  yeti  of  a man,  who  does  more  in  a second 
than  anyone  else  in  a century, 
simply  sitting,  quiet  and  hungry, 
on  his  bed  of  news. 
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Nightmare  on  the  Street 


Rachael  Rochocki 


One  the  steps  of  the  Vietnam  War  Memorial 

In  magical,  beautiful,  downtown  Chicago 

Lays  a sleeping  man  who  drains  the  magic  and  beauty 

out  of  everything 

His  skin  is  dark  as  night,  a thick  layer  of  grime 

covering  his  flesh,  bruising  his  face 

His  clothes  are  shabby  and  torn, 

dark  colors  of  midnight  black,  forest  green 

Multiple  layers,  though  the  air  is  hot 

His  shoes  are  without  laces, 

frayed  at  the  tongue 

His  head  rests  against  a dirty  purple  backpack, 
hair  smudged  with  grease 
He  is  ceiled  up  in  the  fetal  position, 
protecting  himself 

from  the  harsh  world  that  is  his  reality, 

the  same  reality  of  his  parents,  and  their  parents 

A reality  he  thought  he  would  escape 

He  would  do  better 

but  he  couldn’t 

His  eyelids  flutter  and 

he  twists  his  body  in  a dream 

A small,  youthful  girl  with  long  red  hair  and  blue  eyes 

who  smells  of  vanilla  and  her  father’s  riches 

skips  by  without  a second  glance 

An  old  woman  carries  a large  bag  and  an  umbrella 

and  she  walks,  without  stopping 

A freckled,  gangly  teenager, 

who  has  yet  to  grow  out  of  her  awkward  phase 

treads  through  the  memorial  site,  looking  at  her  feet 

She  sees  the  sleeping  man 

through  the  hair  falling  in  front  of  her  eyes 

She  walks  along  the  black  marble  wall 

As  she  passes  him, 

she  tucks  several  bills  between  his  arm  and  chest 
The  man  jerks  in  his  sleep,  a quick  reaction  to  an  intrusion 
But  his  eyes  peel  open  too  late 
The  teenage  girl  is  gone 

Noticing  the  money,  six  dollars  total,  he  tucks  it  in  his  bag 
eyeing  the  other  homeless  men  with  greedy  suspicion 
until  he  is  certain  no  one  notices  his  new  fortune 
He  sleeps  again 

A soiled  soul  in  a magical,  beautiful  place 
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My  Black  Cat 


Tricia  M.  Cimera 


As  I’m  getting  ready 
to  go  out  tonight, 
mv  black  cat  says. 

You're  not  wearing  THAT, 
arejou? 

So  I say,  Oh,  yeah,  I am, 
laying  out  a pink  silk 
dress,  good  pearls, 
nice  pumps, 

& he  says, 

That’s  for  squares,  sister, 
try  this  on! 

& pulls  out  a tight 
black  dress,  stockings, 
shoes  with  sky-high 
heels  & I tell  him, 

Took,  I told  you, 

I want  to  be  respectable, 

get  married, 

settle  down, 

have  a house, 

get  a DOG 

but  my  black  cat 

keeps  arguing, 

shaking  his  tail, 

so  finally  I figure 

That  the  hell, 

they  ’re  just  clothes, 

maybe  tonight  I ’ll  meet 

the  perfect  fellow 

so  off  I go, 

all  in  black, 

to  this  snazzy  lounge  & 
before  you  know  it 
3 guys  are  giving  me 
the  eve  - I haven’t 

J 

done  a thing,  I swear, 
but  1 guy’s  girlfriend 
scowls  at  me  & yowls 
at  her  bewitched  boy, 

J 7 

how  come  you  keep  staring  at  HTR? 
Whatsamatta  with  me ? 


Smashing  a bottle  on 
the  schmuck’s  head 
& then 

a big  fight  breaks  out: 
hissing,  spitting, 
punching,  kicking, 
the  police  come, 
we’re  all  locked  up, 
but  I’ve  got  1 call 
so  I call  my  black  cat  - 
all  his  fault  anyhow  - 
who  finally  after 
2 dozen  rings 
picks  up  and  purrs, 

You  are  what  you  are,  doll, 
face  it  - 

damn  that  cat!  - 
but  it’s  true, 
though  I’ve  tried 
to  erase  it, 

I am  what  I am, 
it’s  no  use,  so 
I wink  at  the  cop  who 
disappears  with  a ::POP:: 
& I walk  out, 
to  enter  the  fantastic, 
fabulous  night  & 
fly  through  the  sky, 
the  wind  rushing  past, 
with  mv  black  cat 
on  mv  shoulder 
whispering  happily, 

See,  sister,  I knew 
you  could  never 
go  straight 

& you  knowT  what?  _ 
he’s  right, 
he’s  right, 
which 

is  exactly  what 
he  loves  to  hear! 
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Mr.  Jones 


Chelsev  Boutan 


an  old,  peculiar  man 

made  parents  curious 

made  children  anxious 

never  came  out  of  his  sealed  shell 

‘til... 

a knock 

a door  flung  open 
a gust  of  smoke-infested  air 
shot  out 

glaring  eyes,  harsh  voice 

“What  do  you  want?” 

two  pitiful  children  meekly  saying 

“Mr.  Jones. . . 

could  you  open  your  gate; 

the  soccer  ball  went  into  your  yard.” 

no  response 
huffs  and  puffs 
coughs 

lights  a cigarette 

slams  door  shut  behind  him 

opens  gate  and  gingerly  gives  ball 
to  the  two  children.  He  was  back  in  his  house 
before  dumbfounded  children  could  even  say, 
“Thank  you  Mr.  Jones.” 
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Old  Dog  liiti  li®  ■ 1 ®8§1H  lillllill 

Maegan  Masterton 

Darling, 

I see  you  sitting  there 
on  your  dirty  little  blanket 
the  hesitation  in  your  step 
makes  my  heart  ache, 
you  used  to  spend  all  day 
outside  frolicking 
chasing  your  stubby  beige  tail 
but  now  you  sit  alone 
waiting  in  that  corner 
staring  up  at  me 
your  deep  blue  hound  dog  eyes 
just  staring  at  me 

Beautiful, 

I see  your  history  in  your  eyes 
and  in  those  small  quirks, 
in  your  startles  and  starts. 

I will  always  love  you 

the  way  you  dig  at  the  carpet 

or  drool  on  my  hand  in  the  morning 

Beloved, 

I respect  your  years, 
and  I promise 
you  will  grow  old  with  me 
in  comfort, 

and  when  your  years  are  done, 

I will  see  you  through  your  passing, 
and  keep  you  close 
in  my  arms. 


16 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


Gaze 

Brittany  Caldwell 
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Celestial  Celebration 


Tania  Blanco 


Car  and  Arm 


Denis  Haqen 
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David  Beechin 
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Elements  of  Nature 

Tania  Blanco 
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Horse  Break 


Dan  Salvesen 


In  New  York  City,  the  law  entitles  horses  to  a 
15  minute  break  for  every  two  hours  of  work. 


22 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


Thomas  Krekelben 


Alien  Landscape 
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Winter  Wonderland 


Delio  Rabaza 
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Consumed 


Carrie  Leensvaart 
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Hancock's  Web 


David  Mayhew 


The  Little  Thing 


Carrie  Leensvaart 
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Sunrise  at  Morton 


Delio  Rabaza 
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Dodi  Dolendi 


Miniature  Symphonies 


A few  years  ago  I entered  a time  of  discipline  through  writing.  My  focus  was 
on  Haiku  poetry  that  gracefully  re-crafted  the  ancient  Japanese  art  form  into 
twenty-first  century  verse  that  enhanced  my  spiritual  and  prayer  life.  These 
mantra-like  nuggets  empowered  me,  even  in  the  midst  of  my  chaotic  daily  life,  into 
a realm  of  tranquility  that  lead  to  brief  yet  meaningful  conversation  with  God.  I 
love  conversation,  really  long  conversation;  so  typically  I would  journal  thoughts  and 
feelings  and  then  my  Haiku  came  in  clusters:  miniature  symphonies  written  in  har- 
mony with  nature  where,  for  me,  worldly  discord  dissipates  from  my  soul. 

October  24 

I know  that  God  has  been  masterfully  painting  the  incredibly  beautiful  canvas  of 
nature  from  the  genesis  of  the  world,  so  why  is  it  that  1 let  this  gift  so  often  go  unno- 
ticed? Too  much  chaos.  Too  much  busyness.  Too  much  stress.  Too  much,  just  too 
much.  I know  I need  to  be  still.  Psalm  46:10:  “Be  still  and  know  that  I am  God” 
involves  a Haiku: 

Chaos  for  stillness: 
an  inside  trade  that’s  allowed. 

A chance  to  know  God. 

Still  sleepy,  and  4:30  am,  I closed  my  eyes  as  I rode,  somewhat  carsick,  in  the  back 
seat  through  the  Organ  Mountains  of  New  Mexico,  a drive  I had  taken  dozens  of 
times  before.  I was  on  my  way  to  the  airport  for  my  return  flight  to  Chicago  after 
a visit  with  my  mom.  But  today,  I would  not  sleep  through  God’s  majestic  display 
of  artwork.  Through  the  veil  of  my  eyelids  I glimpsed  the  sun’s  light  peeking  over 
the  distant  jagged  ridge.  I smiled,  opened  my  eyes,  and  marveled  at  the  glorious 
deep  purple  shadow  that  cascaded  the  foreground  of  the  landscape.  The  mountain- 
side appeared  like  velvet  against  a sky  that  rapidly  changed  from  vermilion  to  pink, 
brushed  faintly  with  soft  hues  of  blue.  Suddenly,  I sensed  what  Katharine  Lee  Bates 
meant  by  “purple  mountain’s  majesty.”  She  too  must  have  recognized  God’s  amaz- 
ing artistry  while  in  the  mountains.  Research  revealed  that  she  did,  indeed,  write  the 
original  lyrics  to  “America  the  Beautiful”  in  1983  out  of  sheer  joy  atop  14,000  foot 
Pike’s  Peak.  Today  is  my  chance  to  know  my  Creator  as  artisan  and  I write  with  a 
wondrous  heart: 

I watch  the  sun  rise 
Purple  mountains,  changing  sky 
Your  artwork  at  dawn. 

Mountains  rise  upward, 
majestically  created 
by  Your  loving  hands. 
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These  tall  trees  You’ve  grown 
covering  the  mountaintops 
reach  to  You  in  praise. 

Amazing  beauty 
compares  only  to  Your  grace. 
My  heart  leaps  in  awe. 

Realizing  I’m 
created  in  Your  image, 

My  tears  humbly  fall. 


September  22 

My  favorite  time  of  year  is  approaching. . .fall. . .with  its  masterpiece  of  rich  colors 
painted  onto  the  canvas  of  creation,  just  before  the  soul  is  bare  and  retreats...  My 
greatest  joy  is  to  see  the  magnificent  metamorphosis  fall  at  my  feet  as  I leaf  through 
the  year,  now,  nearly  gone.  Shades  of  melancholia  sprinkle  through  my  mind  this 
year,  like  the  salt  that  seasons  my  once  only  peppered  hair,  because  I am  keenly 
aware  of  autumn’s  approach,  not  just  mother  nature’s...  but  my  own.  Fully  aware 
that  I have  no  more  power  than  she  does  to  resist  my  internal  clock,  I will  dance, 
just  as  the  trees  do,  to  the  rhythm  of  a song  that  I don’t  hear,  keep  in  step  with  a 
partner  that  I don’t  see,  and  stand  tall  with  all  that  is  in  sync  with  a perfect  plan. 

The  seasons  of  me: 

God’s  calendar  for  my  life, 
each  perfecdy  planned. 

Winter’s  darkness  comes. 

Bitter  thoughts  freeze  my  warm  heart; 

Tears  are  my  snowfall. 

Hibernation  ends. 

Doreen  emerges  in  spring; 
a delicate  bloom 

Playful  and  carefree 

Dodi  dances  through  summer 

Burning  pink  with  love. 

Her  serenity 

arrives  with  autumn’s  colors 
She  falls  in  God’s  love. 
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Everyday  I Make  the  Bed  In  Silence 


Tricia  Taaca 


Nocturnal  rebellions  and  revelries  drift 
away  like  bandits  having  plundered  my  slumber, 
retreating  as  the  sun  severs  the  sky  into  day. 

Everyday  I rearrange  pillows  that  nightly  stalk 
the  bed  and  leave  me  mangled  for  morning’s  witness: 
My  mouth  torn  open,  my  slack  jaw,  my  drool. 

And  now  lips  tighten,  final  as  the  crisp 
fold  in  the  flat  sheet. 

Everyday  I tuck  the  ends  snug 
under  the  mattress’  shoulders  and  feet.  Tame 
the  covers’  twilit  tidal  waves.  Now 
securing  sheets,  I quell  their  lust  for  my 
furious  sleep.  Everyday,  I three  times  snap 
the  white  comforter  over  the  square  of  mattress, 
the  four  pillows,  the  flattened  sheet.  Let  it  settle 
like  fog  over  the  Bermuda  Triangle. 

Everyday  that  comforter  spreads  even 
as  mayonnaise  over  white  bread,  redundant 
as  the  same  meals,  same  shows,  the  same  sofa 
conversations.  Everyday,  our  brown 
potato  stares.  Day  after  day, 
our  closed  mouth  kissing. 

Everyday  I make  the  bed  the  same,  erase 
evidence  of  a criminal  sleep  corrupted 
by  dreams  of  clucking  contests  in  Sicilian  markets, 
dreams  of  fucking,  of  flying,  of  dancing  bands 
of  wild  Dakotan  horses.  Everyday  that  made  bed 
tempts  me  to  plunge  into  those  sheets—  my  body 
landing  as  starfish,  as  broken  sword, 
angled  and  impossible  as  a hieroglyph. 

Everyday  is  a train  slowly  rolling, 

longing  for  a bedlam  in  bed:  a fire  raging  the  gut 

or  a mouthful  of  hail,  a transformation 

into  moonlit  marauders  with  blades 

to  each  other’s  throats,  daring  each  other  to  cry  out 

against  the  unforgiving  opaqueness 

of  bed  sheet  white,  or  to  waltz 

across  the  whiteness 

of  old,  hard  ice. 
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The  Farm 


Jeannine  Messina 


the  narrow  dirt  road  disappears  slowly 
giving  way  to  overgrown  bushes  and  weeds 
rocks,  holes,  debris,  nearly  deters  you, 
yet,  there  stands  the  farmhouse 

a place  once  filled  with  love  and  laughter 

you  can  almost  sense  aromas  in  the  air 

of  chicken  and  noodles,  homemade  cakes  and  pies 

outbuildings  now  fallen  into  decay 
lean  awkwardly,  barely  stand 
inhabited  by  wild  animals  and  insects 

no  longer  able  to  distinguish 
where  neat  rows  of  crops  once  stood 
berry  vines,  vegetable  and  flower  gardens 
all  gone  back  to  nature 

the  well  and  pump  house 
with  water  clear  and  cold 
has  been  destroyed  by  passing  time 

under  the  tree  sits  the  idle,  rusty  swing, 

where  we  learned  to  play  the  harmonica  and  mumbly-peg 

what  good  times  and  fun  we  had  on  the  farm 

still  I see  it  as  once  it  stood, 
sturdy,  straight,  always  welcoming 
lovingly  etched  forever  in  my  mind 
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To  Christopher  Columbus- 
Your  Fifth  Voyage  and  Beyond 


David  Beechin 


You’d  be  surprised,  Chris, 
how  many  people  now  live 
on  this  earth  you  concluded 
is  shaped  like  a pear, 
astonished  at  cities 
along  coasts  of  islands 
you  thought  Far  Eastern. 

But  would  you  be  surprised 

at  the  fuss  made  over  what  remains 

of  your  once  red  hair, 

strong  hands,  adventurous  self? 

Chris,  it  seems  your  bones 
were  as  restless  in  death  as  in  life. 
Vallodolid  could  not  hold  you 
for  long.  Diego  took  you  back 
over  that  four-hundred  mile  trek 
you’d  made  by  mule  when  you  were  old 
and  infirm,  laid  you  down  again 
in  Seville.  It  must  have  been  too  quiet 
there  in  the  monastery  of  Las  Cuevas 
de  Triana  for  a wanderer  like  you, 
too  lacking  in  honors  for  one 
whose  demands  had  been  so  extravagant: 
to  receive  a tithe  of  all  transactions 
with  the  Indies,  to  be  Grand  Admiral 
and  Viceroy  and  pass  these  titles 
to  your  sons  through  all  time  to  come. 

Your  fifth  voyage  across  the  sea  - 
three  decades  later  - took  your  body 
back  to  Hispaniola.  Did  you  sleep  well 
as  the  ship  rocked  on  those  waves 
you’d  loved?  Were  you  happy 
to  be  stretched  out  in  a lead  tomb 
on  the  Gospel  side  of  the  main  chapel 
in  your  new  cathedral  home 
in  Santo  Domingo,  Chris? 
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Did  politics  or  your  internal  discontent 
lead  Archbishop  Portillo  to  exhume  you 
- or  part  of  you  - once  again, 
send  mold  and  bone  to  Havana? 

Was  it  a final  indignity,  Chris,  or  a ploy 
devised  in  your  deteriorating  brain 
that  caused  your  disintegrating  remains 
to  be  divided  - some  retrained 
in  Hispaniola  when  the  rest  were  taken? 

Almost  a century  later, 

were  your  bones  turning, 

struggling  to  escape,  suffering 

from  too  long  on  one  side  of  the  ocean? 

Did  you  haunt  the  Duke  of  Veragua, 

give  orders,  ‘til  he  arranged 

to  sail  that  box  of  bone  and  dust 

back  to  old  Seville,  leaving 

the  world  you  wanted  to  govern? 


Do  you  laugh  when  priests 
and  scholars  argue 
which  is  your  real  resting  place? 
Chris,  are  you  forever  restless, 
awaiting  your  next  stormy  voyage? 
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Voices 


Paul  Sorenson 


In  the  winter 

It’s  harder  to  hold  on 

To  the  boy  inside  me 

Things  hurt  more 

Voices  in  my  head  talk  louder 

Act  your  age 

You’re  not  as  young  as  you  used  to  be 
I try  not  to  listen 

Before  my  father  died 
We  talked  man  to  man 
About  getting  older 
I asked  him  how  he  felt 
On  the  inside 
“Oh,  I feel  like 

I’m  still  eighteen  inside”  he  said 

It  was  an  odd  thing 
I felt  that  way  too 
And  for  a moment 
The  boy  in  me 
Peered  past  tired  eyes 
At  the  boy  in  my  father 

In  winter  I feel  older 
But  in  summer 
The  boy  still  has  sway 
This  young  man  still 
Likes  to  run  off  the  path 
Through  taller  grasses 
Likes  to  ride  his  bike  and 
Dare  to  win 

Wants  to  explore  the  mysteries 
At  the  edge  of  the  horizon 
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Ellis  Island 


Jim  Havden 


Here  they  come.  The  faces.  In  rows  that  span  miles  and  miles.  The  faces 
that  file  forward,  dragging  their  strides  as  if  waist  deep  in  a pit  of  clotted  muck.  The 
faces-  they’re  all  we  want  to  see.  We  size  up  their  clothes  too,  of  course,  but  that’s 
more  a matter  of  entertainment.  I mean,  do  they  honestly  expect  us  not  to  laugh 
when  they  resemble  what  the  rough  draft  of  the  rainbow  must  have  looked  like? 
Their  rainbow  of  tattered  trench  coats  and  skirts  unraveling  at  the  seams?  Of 
breastfeeding  mothers  squished  so  tightly  into  their  flower  dresses  that  they  resem- 
ble those  cheap,  overstuffed  cigars?  A rainbow  overwhelmed  with  neon  yellow,  the 
glare  of  drooping  old  men  in  their  plastic  raincoats?  Why,  even  the  rainbow’s  peak 
fails  to  impress  with  its  raven  blues,  coarse  browns,  and  deep  viridians-  shades  of 
the  dim  scarves  wrapped  around  grandmothers  so  many  times  that  they  look  like 
unfashionably  plump  mummies.  And  we  can  tell  just  by  looking  at  them.  There’s 
no  somewhere  over  this  rainbow.  But  that  joke  gets  stale  after  a while  and  isn’t  worth 
laughing  at  anymore.  Then,  all  that’s  left  are  the  faces.  Twisted  into  knots.  Glossy 
eyed.  Wet,  raw  noses.  Shriveled  eyebrows  over  sinking  eyelids.  Greasy  clumps  of 
hair  flaking  away.  Crusty  lips  dried  and  cracked.  Wrinkled  foreheads.  Gristly  skin. 
Looking  down  when  they  meet  our  eyes.  Fidgeting  in  place  til  the  line  moves.  The 
darkness  of  a foreign  jungle  pulsing  in  their  pupils.  This  is  what  we  want  to  see. 

I denied  it  for  a long  time,  each  day  pretending  not  to  look.  Sure,  maybe  I 
stole  some  glances  while  my  coworkers  weren’t  paying  attention,  but  I told  myself 
that  it  was  coincidence.  My  gaze  simply  happened  to  veer  towards  the  faces.  That 
didn’t  make  me  like  the  gawkers  I worked  with.  I wasn’t  like  them.  I was  different. 
My  father  always  said  so.  And  who  would  know  better  than  the  man  who  raised  me? 
Besides,  everyone  tells  you:  “You’re  different.  You’re  special.”  And  that  made  it 
true.  To  me,  it  was  true.  I believed  in  it.  At  least  up  until  yesterday. 

Yesterday  started  just  like  any  other  day.  It  was  a fairly  quiet  morning. 
Nothing  out  of  the  ordinary.  We  were  processing  them  pretty  quickly  all  day.  But 
come  late  afternoon,  a haggard  old  woman  was  next  in  line.  She  had  two  grizzled, 
coiling  wings  of  hair  poking  out  to  the  side  from  underneath  her  babushka.  And  I 
was  pretty  sure  those  thick,  grey  cones  could  conduct  electricity  if  they  wanted  to, 
what  with  the  static  strands  branching  off.  I found  myself  wondering  if  she  rubbed 
her  feet  on  a carpet  too  much  when  she  was  little.  Her  goliath  hands  held  two  small 
children’s  heads  against  the  enormous  hips  bulging  against  her  heavy  wool  skirt  and 
layers  of  brown  coats.  I’ll  admit,  I took  her  for  a loony  when  she  started  to  ricochet 
her  gaze  between  the  two  men  sitting  at  the  processing  table  before  her  and  me,  sta- 
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tioned  on  that  rubble  road  just  a ways  down  from  the  white  administrative  dome. 

As  our  eyes  locked,  I took  a step  back.  Struggling  to  catch  my  breath,  I 
said  to  the  processor  sitting  on  my  left,  “Say  something!  Say  something  to  her, 
Ayawamat!” 

“Um,  uh,  please  Miss,”  Ayawamat  said  as  he  pointed  to  a line  on  a piece  of 
paper,  “if  you’ll  just  sign  here,  we’ll  get  your  physical  underway  and  see  if  you  can — 
She  interrupted  him  with  babbling  gibberish  in  a thick  and  musky  voice  deeper 
than  any  woman’s  I had  ever  heard.  To  my  right,  the  other  processor,  Choviohoya 
(who  we  just  called  Chovi),  was  just  staring  straight  up  at  the  lunatic,  his  jaw  hang- 
ing wide  open.  Before  too  long,  I think  I saw  some  drool  leak  out  of  his  mouth.  I 
looked  back  over  at  Ayawamat  and  saw  him  shielding  his  face  behind  the  paper  he’d 
tried  to  get  the  woman  to  sign. 

“Pomoc,”  said  the  woman  in  an  airy  voice  with  glassy  brown  eyes. 
“Pomoc.”  I tried  to  compose  myself  so  I could  somehow  deal  with  this  giant,  but 
lost  my  nerve  when  those  glass  eyes  hardened  into  rock  and  her  eyebrows  descend- 
ed, piercing  her  soft  face.  She  banged  a nearly  soccer  ball  sized  fist  on  the  table  and 
with  her  bass  voice  boomed,  “Wpu??  mnie!  Wpu??  mnie!”  My  two  colleagues 
sprang  out  of  their  seats  and  ran  off,  leaving  her  to  approach  me  alone.  She  waved 
her  rebuking  sausage  index  finger  through  the  air,  bellowing  her  gibberish.  But  her 
eyes  melted  again  and  the  gargantuan  woman  peered  down  at  me  softly,  saying, 
“Prosz?. . .”  I remember  trembling  viciously  as  I looked  up  at  her,  still  not  convinced 
I could  trust  her.  She  lifted  her  heavy  hand  and  I ducked,  covering  my  head  with  my 
arms.  But  as  I crouched  there,  tremors  worse  than  ever,  she  affectionately  lifted  my 
chin  upward  til  my  eyes  met  hers.  I was  dumbstruck.  Those  monster  paws  of  hers 
were  motherly,  like  silk  to  the  touch.  When  she  took  her  hand  away,  I felt  somehow 
colder.  But  at  least  it  snapped  me  back  into  the  real  world.  I cautiously  grabbed  the 
sheet  Ayawamat  left  behind.  I needed  to  get  some  sort  of  information.  Her  name  if 
nothing  else.  I didn’t  have  the  constitution  to  risk  letting  someone  in  without  a 
name. 

I pointed  to  the  signature  line  and  said,  “Name,”  as  slowly  as  I could. 
Incomprehension  flooded  her  face.  “Name,”  I said,  more  forcefully.  She  grew  frus- 
trated again.  I was  about  to  repeat  it  even  louder  a third  time,  certain  she’d  under- 
stand if  I yelled  it  assertively  enough.  But  my  throat  closed  as  she  clenched  her  fists, 
gritting  her  teeth.  I frantically  scurried,  searching  for  some  sort  of  idea.  I saw  the 
pen  in  my  hand  pressed  against  the  signature  line. 

Imprinted  on  my  brain  was  that  image  of  my  own  hand  ready  to  write.  I 
shrugged,  figuring  I might  as  well  give  it  a try.  I pointed  to  myself,  saying, 
“Matchitehew.”  Pointing  to  myself  again,  I said,  “Match-i-te-hew.”  I then  pointed 
to  the  old  woman,  trying  my  best  to  put  a curious  look  on  my  face,  but  she  only 
scrunched  her  eyebrows  above  lost  eyes.  Broadly,  I swung  my  hands  around  and 
pressed  them  against  my  chest.  “Matchitehew.”  Once  more  I pointed  at  her. 

Her  sunken  chest  pounced  as  her  eyebrows  raised  sky  high.  Touching  her 
sternum  with  the  tips  of  her  fingers,  she  said,  “Jozia  ZarPbina,”  and  smiled  at  me. 


The  Day  Waits 


37 


Cellurism 


LuRe  Salvesen 


We  both  burst  out  laughing  and  I gave  her  giant  nods  of  approbation.  “Jozia 
ZarPbina!”  She  said  it  again  trying  to  ride  this  sanguine  wave  that  she  probably  had- 
n’t felt  in  a very  long  time.  I nodded  faintly,  rolling  my  eyes.  Tapping  the  pen  against 
the  signature  line,  I handed  her  the  paper.  I pinched  my  thumb  and  forefinger 
together  and  brushed  them  up  and  down  my  palm  to  show  her  what  I wanted.  Her 
face,  however,  only  fell  flat.  With  the  pen  in  one  hand,  paper  in  the  other,  her  pray- 
ing eyes  took  hold  of  me  and  refused  to  let  go.  Well  now  what  was  I supposed  to 
do?  I couldn’t  spell  a name  like  hers.  I always  got  my  worst  marks  in  spelling  when 
I was  in  school.  I mean,  I’ve  worked  on  it  since,  but  this  lady  truly  was  a loony  if 
she  thought  I was  going  to  be  able  to  spell  her  name.  So  of  course,  she  handed  the 
paper  back,  pointing  the  signature  spot  out  to  me  with  the  pen.  I started  thinking 
it’d  be  best  to  simply  send  her  to  the  rejection  line.  She  wouldn’t  last  here  anyway. 

Then  there  was  the  flicker.  One  on  each  side  of  those  Greek  columns  that 
this  woman  called  legs.  Four  big,  brown  dull  eyes  flickered  at  me  in  front  of  ruffled 
hair,  dirt  smeared  faces,  and  arid  skin.  Something  tightened  on  the  inside  of  my 
chest  as  I kept  trying  to  gulp  down  the  fat  lump  in  my  neck.  My  shoulders  fell  with 
a sigh.  I pointed  at  the  woman  again,  in  the  fashion  I used  before,  and  she  said, 
“Jozia  ZarPbina.”  I scrawled  some  impromptu  name  down,  matching  her  words  as 
closely  as  I could.  Then  I stood  up  and  pointed  to  the  white  dome  building,  smil- 
ing. She  looked  back  at  me  with  a yawp  and  started  bouncing  heavily  off  of  her  feet. 
Kneeling  down,  she  went  back  to  prattling  those  nonsense  syllables  to  her  kids.  The 
foreigner  stood  once  more,  jutting  out  her  chin  and  puffing  up  her  chest.  It  made 
me  smile.  I knew  that  feeling;  that  pride.  Pride  that  she  was  now  a resident  of  our 
great  country.  I held  out  a palm  to  shake  her  hand  with  welcome  into  citizenship. 
But  she  shook  her  head,  instead  wrapping  her  vast,  firm  arms  all  the  way  around  my 
torso  until  the  life  was  nearly  crushed  out  of  me.  I don’t  know  how  she  failed  to 
notice  the  table  that  stood  between  us,  but  her  masculine  pelvis  pushed  so  power- 
fully against  it  that  my  body  gave  way.  It  slid  right  underneath  my  legs  until  I was 
kneeling  on  the  table  while  I hugged  her.  Or  while  she  hugged  me,  I should  say, 
since  I was  incapable  of  moving  at  all  during  the  embrace.  Finally  she  let  go  of  me, 
patting  my  head  like  as  if  I was  a pet  parrot.  She  grabbed  her  rosy  cheeked  son  and 
daughter  under  one  arm,  all  of  their  luggage  under  the  other,  and  ran  off  bounding 
towards  the  white  dome.  The  sun  setting  behind  me  bathed  my  back  with  snug 
warmth,  making  me  sleepy  after  this  demanding  ordeal.  Falling  into  position,  the 
sun  hit  its  perfect  angle.  It  was  the  time  of  day  when  the  sunlight  swarms  over  the 
white  dome’s  face,  turning  it  into  a solid  gold  color,  even  if  for  only  a minute  or  two. 
But  something  was  different  yesterday.  I don’t  know  if  it  was  the  Great  Spirit,  I 
don’t  know  if  it  was  the  beauty  of  unprecedented  coincidence,  but  watching  her 
colossal  figure  turn  to  shadow  against  that  perfect  tone  of  gold  reminded  me  of  why 
my  family  came  here  in  the  first  place.  My  smirk  bent  into  a wide  grin.  Using  my 
hand  as  a visor,  I screened  my  eyes  to  watch  the  immigrant  bound  for  that  enviable 
land;  that  lost  metropolis;  the  city  of  gold.  She  had  found  her  El  Dorado. 
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At  the  end  of  my  shift,  I managed  to  get  a lift  from  some  coworkers  I 
never  saw  before  on  the  back  of  their  rickety  automobile.  Lots  of  us  snag  rides  like 
that  since  only  a scarce  few  have  cars.  They’re  still  new  around  here,  like  everything 
else,  and  the  supply  is  sparse.  It  wasn’t  the  smoothest  ride  I’ve  ever  been  on.  For 
most  of  the  trip  I was  clinging  for  dear  life  to  the  back  bumper  as  the  vehicle  bucked 
like  a horse  on  the  bumpy  gravel  road.  Only  when  we  neared  our  municipality  did 
our  path  finally  smooth  out. 

I’ve  always  loved  the  sight  of  our  great  city  from  that  distance,  where  the 
single  road  into  town  is  swallowed  whole  by  the  great  monolithic  editices.  Those 
behemoths  of  steel  gray  all  in  the  shape  of  triangles.  With  windows  thin  and  tint- 
ed, growing  fewer  as  the  triangle  narrows  towards  the  top.  They  just  seem  like  the 
perfect  symbol  for  our  people.  Still,  they  always  leave  me  wondering  how  anyone 
could  ever  get  to  the  apex  of  the  building,  like  if  the  two  antennas  up  there  ever 
needed  to  be  fixed.  They  just  emerge  from  the  building’s  sloped  walls  to  form  an  X, 
so  how  would  a maintenance  guy  ever  get  up  there?  But  eventually,  I always  remem- 
ber to  just  trust  the  people  running  things.  They  know  what  they’re  doing  better 
than  I do  and  it’s  like  they  tell  you:  questions  only  get  you  into  trouble. 

So  after  that  rickety  bumper  had  carried  me  easily  for  a while  through  our 
city  streets,  we  reached  a corner  not  too  far  from  my  house.  Banging  twice  on  the 
back  of  the  auto,  I yelled,  “Thanks,”  jumping  off  as  they  slowed  to  turn  left.  I 
reached  my  building  in  little  time  and,  inside,  the  elevator  whisked  me  to  my  floor, 
three-hundred  and  ninety-two,  in  mere  seconds.  Approaching  my  room  with  hands 
in  my  pockets,  I stopped  dead  in  my  tracks.  Pulling  the  insides  of  my  pockets  out 
assured  my  concern:  I’d  forgotten  my  key.  Slamming  a loose  first  against  the  hall- 
way wall,  I begged  the  Great  Spirit  to  sail  Ayawamat  home  swift  as  the  eagle,  curs- 
ing my  coworker  for  running  off  in  the  first  place.  Ayawamat  and  I have  been  room- 
mates for  a long  time  and  he  was  the  only  one  who  could  help  me  if  I got  locked 
out. 

The  door  was  unlocked,  to  my  relief.  I walked  in  to  find  Ayawamat  lying 
there  on  the  couch,  immobile.  “What’s  the  matter  with  you?”  I said. 

“Ran.  All  the  way  here,”  he  said  between  sharp  gasps. 

“What-  the  giant  lady?”  I said,  laughing.  She  wasn’t  that  bad.” 

“She.  Was.  A.  Monster,”  huffed  Ayawamat. 

“Whatever  you  say.  I just  don’t  know  how  you’re  ever  gonna  live  this  one 
down  from  all  the  guys  on  the  floor.”  Right  then  there  was  a knock  on  the  door. 
“That’d  be  them,”  I said  with  a grin,  grabbing  a soda  from  the  fridge. 

“I’m  taking  a shower,”  said  Ayawamat,  fleeing  to  the  bathroom.  The  knock 
sounded  again,  more  persistently.  Of  the  countless  apartments  up  and  down  these 
streets,  Ayawamat  and  I had  the  privilege  of  living  on  the  one  floor  that  housed  the 
biggest  pest  in  all  of  Ellis.  I answered  the  door  sipping  on  my  cool  drink.  In  the 
hallway,  surrounded  by  seven  or  eight  of  his  giggling  buddies,  was  Ahanu,  renowned 
jokester,  prankster,  and  all  around  wise-guy.  He  was  dressed  up  like  a vaguely  famil- 
iar, fat  old  lady. 
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“What  do  you  want  Ahanu?”  I said,  crossing  my  arms  and  rapping  my  foot 
on  the  floor. 

“Is — ” he  snorted,  and  then  held  his  hand  over  his  mouth,  trying  to  gag  his 
laughter  back.  “Is  Ayawamat  here?” 

“No,”  I said  as  water  from  the  bathroom  shower  faucet  spurted  noisily  on. 

“Then  who’s  in  your  shower?”  he  asked,  trying  to  look  over  me  into  my 

room. 

“Your  wife,”  I said,  shutting  the  door  in  his  face.  Ahanu’s  a good  guy,  all 
in  all.  He  just  doesn’t  know  when  to  quit,  or  when  to  take  things  seriously.  And  I 
was  too  worn  out  from  the  morning’s  incident  to  deal  with  his  shenanigans.  I looked 
at  the  clock.  It  was  only  a quarter  to  six.  If  I stayed  in  my  apartment  and  watched 
TV  or  something,  I’d  fall  asleep  for  sure.  Then  I’d  be  up  all  night.  I figured  I’d  stop 
by  Father’s  for  a bit  and  see  how  he  was  doing. 

I flew  up  the  elevator  in  my  father’s  building  roughly  a half  an  hour’s  walk 
later.  After  knocking  on  his  door,  I stepped  inside  his  domicile  immediately,  not 
waiting  for  an  answer.  He  and  I had  a casual  relationship,  you  could  say. 

“Hello,  Father,”  I said,  bowing  my  head.  He  was  seated  at  the  kitchen 
table,  leaning  against  the  wall,  facing  the  doorway. 

Straining  his  neck,  he  looked  up  at  me  with  eyes  like  vapor  shrouds  trying 
to  hold  back  silt.  A limp  rag  for  a hand  reached  for  me  as  he  said,  “My  son,”  in  a 
whisper  that  pressed  against  his  throat.  With  closed  eyes,  he  leaned  back  over  and 
started  sucking  on  a transparent  plastic  tube  sticking  out  of  the  wall,  a lumpy  yellow 
liquid  siphoning  through  it.  Dinner  time , I thought  as  I grimaced  at  the  gunk.  It’s 
what  they  give  all  of  the  timeworn.  None  of  them  are  any  different.  And  it’s  nice 
to  know,  if  nothing  else,  that  Father  is  being  treated  equally. 

Falling  comfortably  onto  a couch,  I clicked  on  the  TV.  “So  what’s  new,”  I 
asked  him.  He  didn’t  say  anything  so  I turned  around  to  see  what  he  was  doing. 
Placid  on  his  chair,  he  gazed  at  me  with  sudden  alien  eyes.  Again  I asked  what  was 
new.  Looking  at  me  out  of  the  quivering  corner  of  his  eye,  he  merely  shook  his  head 
as  he  sliced  his  flat  hand  through  the  air  from  left  to  right. 

“That’s  interesting,”  I said,  turning  back  to  the  TV  for  some  mildly  inter- 
esting commercials.  “So  they’re  taking  good  care  of. ..”  I trailed  off  when  I saw  a 
dog  fight  flash  on  the  screen.  My  pulse  pounded  as  those  two  planes  whizzed 
through  the  air  towards  each  other,  away  from  each  other,  pelting  each  other  with 
bullets.  I was  so  riveted  that  I didn’t  even  hear  the  banging  on  Father’s  door  until 
the  program’s  advertising  respite.  “Father,”  I said,  jumping  off  the  couch,  “there’s 
someone  at  the  door!  Don’t  just  sit  there!”  He  grimaced,  twisting  his  neck  to  look 
at  me.  I walked  by  him,  mumbling,  “. . .rude. . .”  but  forgot  all  about  it  with  the  sur- 
prise of  Kawacatoose,  my  company’s  soft-spoken  old  messenger,  standing  at  the 
door. 

‘“Alio,  sir.  Rate  sorry  to  be  a bother  this  ‘umble  evenin’.”  I hated  his 
accent;  it  was  so  hard  to  follow.  The  only  reason  he  had  a real  job  was  that  he  was 
one  of  the  few  immigrants  who  arrived  before  the  rest.  He  got  the  messenger  job 
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since  none  of  my  people  wanted  to  do  it. 

“Right,  yeah,  I already  did,  Toosie,”  I said  to  the  squat,  silver-haired  mes- 
senger. 

“Beg  your  pardon,  sir?” 

“Right,  I told  you,  I already  did  my  shift  at  work  today.” 

“Oh,  no  sir!  This  is  nufin’  of  dat  nature.  I’ve  a cabbie  downstairs  being 
‘eld  for  us.  You  see,  sir,  you  ‘ave  been — ” 

“No,  no,  not  tonight,  Toosie,”  I said,  trying  to  wave  him  off.  “I’ll  get  a 
drink  with  you  some  other  time.  I’m  with  my  father  right  now.”  But  I just  wasn’t 
getting  through  to  the  bumbling  courier.  He  looked  at  his  feet  as  if  they  were  whin- 
ing puppies.  Finally,  he  thrust  a manila  envelope  into  my  hands  and  stood  there  with 
his  arms  crossed. 

“Is  that  what  you  were  trying  to  say?”  I said  with  a laugh  as  I slipped  open 
the  envelope  with  my  fingers.  “Well  why  didn’t  you  just  say  so?”  But  my  cheer  faded 
into  dread  as  I read  the  short  letter  inside  the  yellow  envelope.  I was  being  sum- 
moned by  the  elders  of  my  company.  No  word  as  to  why.  Toosie  was  here  to  make 
sure  I came,  I knew,  even  if  the  summons  didn’t  say  that.  So  I sighed  disgustedly 
and  said,  “Fine.  Let’s  go.”  We  walked  out  of  Father’s  residence  and  I shut  the  door 
behind  me.  “Ah!”  I said,  frustrated  that  I forgot  something  so  important.  I ran  back 
inside,  past  my  father  at  the  table,  and  grabbed  a soda  for  the  road.  I get  terrible  dry 
mouth  when  I’m  nervous.  Stalking  back  out,  those  disgusting  sucking  noises  of 
Father’s  thankfully  vanished  when  I shut  the  door  for  good  this  time. 

Walking  up  the  stairs  into  the  building,  my  veins  throbbed  with  every  step 
I took  as  unwieldy  anvils  barraged  my  muscles.  Toosie  opened  the  door  to  the  dome 
for  me  and  said  with  a sly  grin,  “’ere  we  are.  ‘ope  you  ‘ave  the  best  of  luck,  sir.”  I 
didn’t  really  respond.  Not  only  because  I was  preoccupied  with  what  loomed  ahead 
of  me,  but  also  because  he’d  already  asked  me  if  I’d  go  out  boozing  with  him  that 
night,  and  I refused  to  dignify  his  reiteration  with  a reply  after  I’d  already  said  no. 

Walking  into  their  council  room,  I stood  right  before  the  elders’  seven-pan- 
eled semicircle  as  they  sifted  through  some  papers.  At  exactly  eight  o’  clock  they  all 
stopped  what  they  were  doing  and  folded  their  hands  nicely  on  their  big,  curving 
desk.  The  elder  in  the  middle  wore  a wide  necklace  with  differently  colored  tail 
feathers  around  it.  At  the  very  bottom  of  the  ring,  below  his  chin,  was  an  eagle’s 
white  tail  feather  indicating  he  was  the  oldest,  wisest,  and  the  one  in  charge.  They 
all  had  necklaces  of  this  fashion  to  denote  their  age.  From  red,  green,  purple  and 
blue  all  the  way  down  to  black,  the  color  that  denoted  the  youngest.  However,  even 
the  black  feathered  elder  looked  old  enough  to  be  me  great,  great  grandfather. 

“Young  One,  who  goes  by  Matchitehew,”  said  the  Chief  Elder,  “do  you 
know  why  you’ve  been  summoned  here?” 

Looking  around  nervously  I said,  “No  Elder,  I don’t,  but  it’s  the  messen- 
ger’s fault  because  I couldn’t  understand  him.  If  he’d  only  get  rid  of  his  silly  dialect, 
he — ” The  elder  held  up  his  right  hand  and  closed  his  eyes.  “But  I swear,  I didn’t 
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do  it!” 

“Do  what?”  the  white-feathered  elder  asked  me. 

“I,  uh...” 

“I  thought  so,”  he  said.  “Now  then,  are  you  familiar  with  she  who  is  called 
Jolie  Angelina?” 

“I  thought  very  hard,  my  brow  scuffling  about.  Yet,  try  as  I might,  I could- 
n’t recall  hearing  such  an  inflated  name  in  all  of  my  life.  I was  sure  that  only  some- 
one searching  for  fame  out  of  vanity  would  take  such  a label,  but  no  one  I knew 
would  fit  that  description.  So  I decided  the  only  thing  I could  do  was  reply  honest- 
ly. “It  might  ring  a bell  elders. . .” 

“Does  it?”  said  the  woman  elder  all  the  way  on  the  left,  tersely.  I wanted 
to  remember.  Even  if  I had  never  heard  of  it,  I prayed  to  all  spirit  beings  to  inspire 
my  mind  about  who  this  person  was  that  would  have  such  a name.  But  even  the 
great  spirits  seemed  to  be  afraid  of  the  elders. 

“No,  elders,”  I said,  “I  have  never  known  one  of  this  label.”  They  sat  in 
silence  for  a few  minutes,  shooting  glances  at  one  another.  Finally,  the  Chief  Elder 
said,  “Then,  recognize  you  the  name  Jozia  Zar?bina?” 

Jozia  Zar?bina?  I knew  I had  heard  it  somewhere,  but  where?  Where? 
Jozia  Zar?bina,  I tried  to  hear  it  in  my  head.  Jozia  Zar?bina.  Jozia  Zar?bina.  The 
name  began  to  be  spoken  in  a low,  flowing  voice  of  effeminate  rasp.  My  jaw  slow- 
ly sank. 

“No!  See,  I — well,  what  happened  was,”  I stuttered,  “I  couldn’t  even 
understand  her!  She  doesn’t  even  speak  our  language!  When  she  said,  ‘Jozia 
Zar?bina,’  I knew  I’d  never  be  able  to  spell  it,  so  I wrote  down  the  first  thing  that 
sounded  most  like  it!  ‘Jozia’  sounds  better  as  ‘Jolie,’  just  knock  off  the  ‘a.’  ‘Zar?bina’ 
can  be  easily  turned  into  ‘Angelina.’  It’s  the  truth,  I swear  it  to  you!  I didn’t  think 
what  I did  was  that  bad!  Believe  me,  taking  the  name  ‘Jozia  Zar?bina’  away  is  the 
biggest  favor  anyone  has  ever  done  for  her!” 

We  sat  in  still  silence  until  the  woman  all  the  way  to  the  left  of  the  Chief 
Elder  said,  “Matchitehew,  do  you  know  why  we  chose  you  for  this  job?” 

“Well,  my — uh,  qualities...  good...  and...  uh...  my  credentials?” 

“No.  No  credentials  can  prepare  you  for  a job  that  requires  you  to  scruti- 
nize which  intruders  you  sanction,  and  to  which  you  deprive,  the  land  you  love  and 
own.” 

“Well,  no  one  really  owns  the  land,  do  they?”  I said.  “I  mean,  even  we  came 
here  only  a short  time  ago,  and  you  have  to  figure,  if  the  land  was  here  before  us, 
then...  well...  no  one  can  really  ‘own’  it  concretely,  right?  We  just,  sort  of...  ‘bor- 
row’ it.  From  our  children.”  There  was  an  impenetrable  silence  which  I tried  to 
break  by  muttering,  “At  least  that’s  what  I was  taught...”  Every  elder  sat  there  like 
a bubbling  teapot,  ready  to  explode.  Simultaneously,  reproachful  yelling  and  holler- 
ing accompanied  the  elders’  indignandy  waving  hands.  The  Chief  Elder  slammed 
his  fist  on  his  desk  and  they  all  silenced,  leaning  forward  with  loathing  scowls. 

The  elder  on  the  Chief’s  right,  said,  “It  is  true,  the  Great  Spirit  is  the  only 
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being  with  a claim  to  the  land.” 

Another  picked  up  where  the  last  left  off,  “But  the  world  is  not  self-regu- 
lating. The  land  needs  us  to  take  the  necessary  precautions  to  ensure  its  survival,” 
he  said,  scribbling  himself  a note  on  a blank  piece  of  paper.  Tearing  the  small  strip 
of  his  chicken  scratch  off  of  the  big  note  pad,  he  threw  the  rest  of  the  blank  sheet 
into  the  refuse  bin  below  his  desk. 

The  woman  all  the  way  on  the  Chief’s  left  said,  “We  are  the  only  ones  capa- 
ble of  caring  for  the  land  since  all  spirits  transcend  the  physical  realm.  The  Great 
Spirit  needs  us  as  much  as  we  need  him.” 

“It  is  in  this  sense,”  said  the  Chief  Elder,  “that  we  own  the  land.”  They  all 
nodded  and  smiled  at  each  other  with  exclusive-looking  pride.  “You  see, 
Matchitehew,  what  matters  is  not  where  a man  is,  but  where  he  is  going.  We  hired 
you  because  of  your  potential,  because  you  show  promise.  You  did  well  this  morn- 
ing in  flexing  your  muscles  of  leadership.  You  quickly  analyzed  and  reacted  to  the 
situation.  Your  only  error  was  that  you  made  the  wrong  decision.  You  have  the 
Spirit  of  the  Moose  in  ferocity7,  now  you  need  the  Spirit  of  the  Owl  in  your  wisdom. 
We  are  reassigning  you  to  two  new  processors.  If  you  watch  how  they  work  and 
handle  the — ” the  chief  was  disrupted  by  a loud  crash  of  clanging  metal  down  the 
hall.  The  elders  stood  up  concurrently  and  walked  out  in  slow  leisure.  I looked 
around,  not  sure  of  what  to  do.  At  the  last  second,  I ran  out  of  the  room  to  follow 
them,  hoping  the  Spirit  of  the  Owl  was  watching  over  my  decision. 

We  went  down  the  hall  to  the  medical  examination  room.  There  was  no 
doctor  inside,  only  two  children  shuddering  behind  the  examination  table.  There 
was  a frightened  looking  man  in  casual  clothing.  He  had  a knife  held  to  his  throat, 
but  as  one  of  the  elders  stepped  right  in  front  of  me,  I couldn’t  see  who  the  perpe- 
trator was. 

“P-  Please,”  the  man  stammered.  The  dagger  wielding  criminal  began  spit- 
ting out  words  in  a strange  tongue.  I identified  the  gibberish  immediately.  Stretching 
my  neck,  I could  make  out  fat  fingers,  a furry  skirt,  and  broad,  manly  legs.  The  spir- 
it of  the  Owl  was  mocking  me.  My  Jolie  was  trying  to  kill  someone. 

“P-  Please,”  said  the  squeaky  wire  of  a man,  seeing  all  of  us  standing  out- 
side of  the  room.  “Please,  you  have  to  help  me...”  The  Chief  Elder  watched 
intendy  for  a few  minutes.  After  some  silence,  besides  the  hostage’s  whimpers,  the 
Chief  started  shifting  his  weight,  looking  from  here  to  there,  randomly  it  appeared. 
Before  long,  though,  he  bluntly  turned  and  left  with  a long  sigh,  walking  back  down 
the  hall.  The  rest  of  the  elders  followed.  I glimpsed  the  wise  ones  in  their  weaving 
row,  departing.  I glimpsed  the  pleading  man  squirming  as  much  as  Jolie  would  allow 
him.  Then,  I gazed  towards  the  elders  once  more.  Swallowing  gulping  slurps,  I tried 
to  get  some  saliva  past  my  mouth  of  cotton  pillows  and  tongue  of  grooved  leather. 
I threw  my  hands  up  in  the  air  and  turned  to  follow  the  elders.  But  the  man’s  sobs 
made  me  look  back.  My  heavy  head  sunk  into  a groan.  I turned  around  towards  the 
medical  examination  room.  The  children  lit  up  a bit  as  I walked  inside  slowly,  not 
wanting  to  instigate  anything. 
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When  she  saw  someone  coming,  their  mother  began  to  spew  words  again, 
threateningly.  I pointed  to  myself  and  said,  “Matchitehew.  Mat-chi- te-hew.”  I 
smiled  with  a plea.  “Matchitehew,”  I said.  She  glared  at  first,  but  then  I could  see 
her  realize  why  I was  saying  such  strange  words  to  her.  Her  eyes  swelled  from  blunt 
to  focus  and  she  eased  her  pressure  against  the  man’s  throat. 

“Matchitehew,”  she  said.  “Pomoc...  WpuP?  mnie.”  I didn’t  know  what  to 
do  or  say  to  keep  her  appeased.  I looked  at  the  man  for  help,  but  all  he  could  seem 
to  do  was  keep  on  sniveling,  eyes  clamped.  I placed  my  index  finger  across  my 
throat,  then  shook  my  head  and  took  it  away.  I repeated  this  action  several  times. 
When  Jolie  saw  what  I wanted  her  to  do,  her  red  face  mutated  into  coarse  bark. 

“Nie!  Nie!  WpuP?  mnie,”  she  said.  To  my  relief,  the  elders  returned  with 
several  security  guards.  They  were  muscular  warriors  almost  as  big  as  she  was.  Two 
of  them  ran  at  her.  She  elbowed  the  one  on  her  left  with  the  arm  in  which  she  held 
the  knife.  She  easily  backhanded  the  one  leaping  towards  her  right  side,  sending  him 
flying  across  the  room,  landing  by  her  kids.  She  spat  at  him. 

“Nie!  Odejd?  ode  mnie,”  she  babbled.  Three  more  guards  ran  at  her.  She 
took  two  out  again  with  ease,  but  the  third  one  grabbed  her  right  arm.  She  was  try- 
ing to  shake  him  off  when  the  first  two  held  her  left  arm.  The  two  who  had  just 
been  walloped  stumbled  over  to  her  holding  their  heads  dizzily.  They  seized  her  legs 
and  lifted  them  up  so  that  she  had  no  leverage.  She  flailed  violently  in  a frantic 
attempt  to  break  free,  dropping  the  man  and  her  knife,  which  fell  right  beside  his 
head. 

“Nie!  Nie!  Nidgy,”  she  said.  She  looked  over  at  me,  damp  globs  oozing 
out  of  her  eyes.  “Matchitehew...  pomoc...  Matchitehew...  dlaczego. . .?”  Her  fat 
face  thinned,  taking  on  the  look  of  a child  who  didn’t  understand  why  its  mother 
would  put  it  up  for  adoption.  The  guards  were  carrying  her  away,  but  the  Chief 
stopped  them,  commanding  one  of  the  other  elders  to  the  fallen  victim.  One 
woman  with  a pink  center  feather  went  to  the  wounded  man’s  side  to  console  him. 
She  sat  him  up  and  calmed  him  down. 

The  Chief  Elder  asked,  “Why  has  she  done  this  to  you?” 

Still  shaking  violendy,  the  man  said  with  a quaver  in  his  voice,  “After  her 
meeting  with  you  and  your  rejection  of  her  case,  I explained  it  all  to  her.  I was  as 
diplomatic  as  possible,  and  she  seemed  to  take  our  dismissal  rather  well,  as  if  she 
expected  it.  But  when  she  found  out  that  the  children  had  to  stay,  she  went  crazy. 
Throwing  books  and  chairs  around  my  office.  She  even  tried  to  stab  me  with  my 
letter  opener.  I fled  the  room,  but  she  chased  me  in  here.  She  was  going  to  hold 
me  hostage  until  I would  tell  her  that  she  could  stay.”  His  voice  wobbled  through 
tears  as  he  continued,  “I  didn’t  know  what  to  do. . . it’s  not  my  decision.  I’m  not  the 
one  who  could  let  her  stay.  I-  I...  I don’t  think  I want  this  job  anymore.”  The 
Chief  just  stood  there  dourly,  stroking  his  small  goatee.  His  forefinger  extended  sto- 
ically in  the  direction  of  the  door.  Jolie,  my  Jolie,  screamed  and  thrashed  and  cried 
like  a mental  patient  as  the  security  warriors  dragged  her  away. 

The  Chief  ordered  the  elders  back  to  their  council.  He  pulled  me  aside  and 
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we  walked  together  at  a pace  disconcertingly  gradual.  “I  talked  to  Choviohoya  min- 
utes before  you  arrived,  Matchitehew.  He  said  he  fled  because  the  immigrant 
seemed  dangerous.  He  said  she  seemed  unstable,”  the  Chief  Elder  said.  “Hmm.” 
He  tapped  his  chin,  so  much  darker  than  the  rest  of  our  people.  “I  applaud  your 
bravery,  Young  One,  but  you  have  much  to  learn  in  the  way  of  knowledge.”  I looked 
down  as  my  face  burned.  I had  let  everyone  down.  “Do  you  know  why  your  job  is 
so  important,  Matchitehew?” 

I thought  for  a second  and  said,  ‘Well,  because  without  us,  no  immigrants 
would  get  into  our  countrv.” 

“No.  The  other  elders  and  myself  are  the  ones  who  decide  who  stays  in 
or  out.  We  evaluate  the  immigrants  and  judge  them.  You  could  send  us  the  same 
wayfarer  ninety-nine  times  and  you  still  would  have  no  influence  over  the  decision.” 

“Well  then...  then  what  is  the  point  of  my  job?  Why  keep  us  around  if 
you  don’t  need  us?” 

“Ah,  but  we  do  need  you.  We  needed  you  today  and  you  failed  us.  You 
have  guards  not  far  from  your  post.  But  that  poor  man-  the  immigration  counselor- 
he  must  go  in  a tiny  room  with  these  mongrels  and  explain  why  they  did  or  did  not 
get  into  our  country.  That  innocent,  hard-working  man  almost  lost  his  life  today.  By 
an  objective  stroke  of  judgment,  you  could  have  prevented  all  of  this  from  happen- 
ing. If  you  let  pity  get  the  best  of  you,  people’s  lives  are  at  stake.” 

“But  did  she  really  have  to  be  separated  from  her  own  children?  It  seems 
like  that  would  have  been  the  way  to  avoid  the  affair.  How  could  you  separate  a fam- 
ily like  that?” 

“Our  city  is  yet  new.  We  are  still  trying  to  populate  it,  not  to  mention  the 
rest  of  the  planet.  With  the  influx  of  aged  immigrants,  many  who  leave  their  chil- 
dren behind,  the  young  ones  are  just  another  valuable  resource  gone  scarce.  If  we 
keep  taking  in  all  of  these  older  immigrants,  we  will  be  shortchanging  our  younger 
generation,  nay-  our  future.  That  woman  with  the  knife-  she  had  nothing  to  offer. 
She  doesn’t  speak  our  language,  is  oblivious  to  our  society’s  ways,  is  clearly  slow  to 
adapt.  She  would  just  take  up  space  and  money  here.  Her  children,  however,  have 
a chance.  They  are  clean  slates.  Our  slates. 

“We  must  take  all  children  we  see,  even  the  dirty  blood  of  foreign 
younglings,  if  only  to  preserve  our  culture.  It  is  for  the  land,  as  we  explained  you 
earlier.”  I nodded,  thinking  deeply.  “The  pale-face  is  a demon,  Matchitehew.  Don’t 
doubt  it  for  a second.  They  destroyed  our  home.  They  ravaged  our  land.  They  took 
advantage  of  our  people.  Then  they  laughed  when  we  try  to  combat  our  losses 
through  what  meager  means  we  could.  Yet  in  spite  of  all  that,  while  they  laughed, 
while  they  defiled  Mother  Earth,  we  prepared.  We  were  ready  for  what  was  coming, 
even  if  it  came  sooner  than  expected.  We  were  forced  to  find  a new  home.  And 
now  that  their  prosperity  stalemates,  pale-face  wants  what  is  ours  for  himself  so  he 
can  lay  waste  to  it  again.  They  are  demons,  Matchitehew.  Savages.  You  must  never 
forget  this  when  your  time  comes  to  become  the  elder,  the  wise  one.  It  will  be  up 
to  you  to  protect  our  heritage  and  our  land.” 
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I looked  at  him  as  he  stopped  walking  right  outside  of  the  elders’  cham- 
bers. “Now  you  must  go,  Matchitehew.  Check  the  employee  bulletin  board  for  your 
new  schedule  tomorrow.” 

As  I was  about  to  leave,  I realized  I forgot  to  get  my  “Completion  of 
Summons”  form  to  make  my  visit  official.  I rapped  gently  on  the  elder’s  chambers. 
Within,  an  elder  said  she  possibly  dropped  it  in  the  medical  room,  having  been  taken 
aback  by  the  occurrence.  I ran  down  there  to  see  if  I could  find  it.  Sure  enough, 
there  it  was  lying  on  the  floor  across  the  room.  When  I bent  down  to  pick  it  up,  I 
heard  a sniffle.  I glanced  to  my  left  and  nearly  fell  over.  Inside  the  empty  room,  sit- 
ting on  the  cold,  grungy  floor,  were  the  foreigner’s  two  little  children.  I stepped  back 
in  horror,  not  sure  of  what  to  do.  When  they  recognized  me,  the  young  girl  and  boy 
came  up  to  me  and  hugged  my  legs.  I looked  down  at  them  as  they  cried  with  their 
cackling,  high-pitched  squeals.  They  sounded  like  hyenas.  I pushed  them  off  of  me 
violently  and  gaped  at  them,  only  able  to  hear  the  chief  elder’s  words  in  my  ear:  “The 
pale  face  is  a demon...”  They  started  to  follow  me  but  I raced  out  of  the  room. 
Their  tiny  legs  wobbled  towards  me.  I slammed  the  door  shut  and  locked  it. 
Someone  would  find  them  in  the  morning  and  sort  it  all  out.  I realized  I forgot  my 
form  but  didn’t  dare  go  back  in.  The  thunder  battering  my  chest  was  only  just  start- 
ing to  slow  when  the  soft  scraping  of  tiny  fingernails  grew  louder  and  louder  against 
the  barred  metal  door.  I turned  around,  sprinting  for  the  exit,  never  once  looking 
back.  Chief  was  right.  The  pale  face  is  a demon. 

It  was  nothing  more  than  a single  day,  but  a day  can  mean  a lifetime  in  a 
pioneering  age  like  this  one.  Behind  my  new  administering  table,  I watch,  in  awe, 
the  two  processors  I’ve  been  reassigned  to.  They  are  Rembrandts.  They  are 
Mendelssohns.  They  are  Gates.  They  are  geniuses  named  Megadogik  and  Oktaktay. 
Oktaktay  is  squat  and  stout.  Trim  graying  hair  covers  his  head  and  stubble  covers 
his  cheeks  and  chin.  Megadogik  is  a tall,  lanky  man.  He  has  this  thin  comb-  his  bald 
head. 
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The  Archaeologist  at  Palenque 


Wilda  Morris 


Ah,  look,  Jean  Frederic  Maximillien  Waldeck 
is  at  work.  While  campesinos  swing  machetes, 
clearing  jungle,  Waldeck  scratches  his  bites, 
curses  the  heat,  wipes  sweat  from  his  face, 
records  and  embellishes  what  he  finds. 

Positive  the  Maya  derived  their  culture 

from  ancient  Chaldeans  and  Hindus, 

he  adds  elephants  as  he  sketches  hieroglyphs 

and  copies  reliefs.  He  loathes  the  climate, 

the  insects,  every  Mexican  he  has  met, 

even  the  lovely  mestizo,  he  shacks  up  with 

in  his  hut  by  the  ruins.  He  calls  himself  a Count, 

brags  of  friendship  with  Lord  Byron 

and  his  visit  to  Queen  Marie  Antoinette. 

He  complains  there  is  no  culture  in  Mexico  City 
where  he  painted  portraits  of  the  local  gentry, 
went  night  after  night  to  opera,  ballet,  theater, 
until  he  found  someone  to  sponsor  his  dream. 

He  is  obsessed  with  a civilization  long  gone, 
even  more  with  a culture  which  never  existed 
except  in  his  mind. 


Rubicon 


Noah  Mann-Enqel 


Drown  me  in  the  Rubicon,  and  scale  the  wall  above  me.  Can  you  see  the  edge 
over  the  edge  of  the  edge?  All  I see  when  I look  around  are  false  prophets. 
Do  you  see  them  over  there?  How  about  right  here?  Your  must  see  the  mul- 
titude of  hooded  bodies  hanging  from  the  trees?  Am  I wrong  in  assuming  that  you 
have  never  taken  the  ferry  down  the  dark  river.  The  boatman  knows  your  name  but 
has  not  seen  you.  The  shore  is  so  very  far,  and  the  dawn  is  further  still,  over  the  hill 
and  hidden  in  a hole.  He  smiles  like  Alice’s  mad  cat,  and  riddles  me  with  cold  ques- 
tions of  memories.  The  river  overflows  with  multitudes  of  corpses  floating  to  the 
ocean  beneath  the  seas.  I hear  him  there  preparing  me  for  the  life  I have  been  wan- 
dering towards.  He  as  a home  for  me,  a personal  Rome  for  me,  a thorny  throne  for 
me  from  which  I can  survey  the  scene.  Vinni  Vidi  Vici,  you  may  try  to  reach  me,  but 
I am  far  away.  I hear  you  yelling,  but  I will  not  respond.  My  lungs  are  filled  with  water 
from  the  Rubicon. 
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And  there  it  was  through  the  train  window  bound  by  straight  iron  tracks,  as  the 
City  rose  in  Arrangements  formed  in  the  softest  hues  that  only  you  can  hear,  the 
lush  life  awaiting  you  to  take  its  A Train. 

Here  all  the  roads,  go  man  go,  over  lovesome  flowers  and  beneath  the  shadows 
cast  by  glass  edifices  onto  to  you. 

How  does  one  become  Ellington?  Ask  the  quiet  diffused,  outside  the  party 
alone,  walking  out  there  amidst  the  golden  horns  blaring  out  as  the  whole  world  in 
the  streets  sway  quietly  against  you. 

Those  streets  full  of  hard  concrete  and  gasoline  and  noise  are  empty  alongside 
your  heavy  defiant  speeches  of  silent  music.  Know  now  that  you  must  dig  not  the 
distraction  but  rather  get  on  booming  with  helicon  and  snare  deep  and  out  there. 
Do  not  retreat  to  listen  to  the  notes  of  those  lonely  private  songs  heard  from  behind 
the  closed  doors  of  your  soft  brown  stone  hideout. 


Yes  Billy,  make  your  way  to  your  escape.  Salt  yourself  out.  Exist  independent 
rent  and  travel;  be  calm  in  your  true  self.  Know  the  muse  and  her  demands.  And 
yes  the  stray  horns  will  return  to  you  to  blow  their  triumphs  in  the  harmonies  of  a 
whole  new  language. 

Go  again  to  Paris.  Where  only  you  know  how  well  it  was  then,  in  that  sweet 
prison  of  love  with  those  gentle  gilded  gold  barred  windows  over  patio  seventh 
floor  sunset  and  railway.  And  only  you  know  how  well  it  could  have  been  then,  if 
not  for  knowing  that  nature  demands  the  ebb  and  flow  of  all  things  and  there  are 
always  looming  clouds  to  hide  the  sun  and  drench  the  sweet  breathing  muse. 

The  price  of  the  arches  in  your  city  was  your  cities  freedom  and  now  the  bags 
drag  low  across  the  ground  spilling  out  the  forgotten,  lost,  sweet  swinging  sound. 

So  Billy,  forget  not  Paris.  Do  not  lose  her  to  the  Blood  Count  and  martinis,  but 
instead,  let  it  all  sustain  like  the  note  towering  high  in  the  dark  sky  above  the  mar- 
quees’ names  and  the  flash  bulb  stages  where  Ellington  calls  you  back  to  him. 
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